BEN JONSON

From Shakespeare, folio 1623

On the Portrait of Shakespeare

This figure that thou here seest put.
It was for gentle SHAKESPEARE cut,
Wherein the graver had a strife
With nature, to out-do the life:
O could he but have drawn his wit
As well in brass, as he hath hit
His face;  the print would then surpass
All that was ever writ in brass.
But since he cannot, reader, look
Not on his picture, but his book.

BEN JONSON

From Shakespeare, folio 1623
' * To the memory of my beloved, the Author Mr William
Shakespeare: and what he hath left us
To draw no envy, SHAKESPEARE, on thy name,
Am I thus ample to thy book and fame;
While I confess thy writings to be such,
As neither man, nor muse, can praise.too much.
Tis true, and all men's suffrage.   But these ways
Were not the paths I meant unto thy praise;
For seeliest ignorance on these may light,
Which, when it sounds at best, but echoes right;
Or blind affection, which doth ne'er advance
The truth, but gropes, and urgeth all by chance; .
Or crafty malice might pretend this praise.
And think to ruin, where it seemed to raise.
These are, as some infamous bawd, or whore,
Should praise a matron;  what could hurt her more ?
But thou art proof against them, and, indeed,
Above the ill fortune of them, or the need*
I, therefore, will begin:  Soul of the age!
The applause! delight! the wonder of our stage 1
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